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A  Life  Of  Love 

And  Happiness 

That  Rests 

Eternally  In 

Our  Minds  — 

Sparkling  With 

Laughter  And 

Tears. 


Welcome  to  the  third  edition  of  CONCEPTIONS,  the 
Literary  Journal  Of  Mercer  University  of  Atlanta.  It  has 
been  a  good  experience  working  with  those  of  you  who 
have  made  this  journal  possible.  I  especially  want  to 
thank  the  Staff  of  CONCEPTIONS  for  their  fine  work 
and  also  I  wish  to  thank  all  contributors.  Special  words 
of  thanks  go  to  Paula  Conn,  Dr.  Duane  Davis,  Bill  Woolf, 
and  Dan  Troy  of  Josten's. 

The  word  Conceptions  is  defined  as  a  beginning;  a 
start;  a  plan;  an  idea;  a  design;  a  thought;  a  concept.  It 
is  that  which  is  conceived  in  the  mind.  Enjoy  this  vol- 
ume, but  keep  in  mind  this  definition  and  reflect  upon 
the  meanings  of  the  words. 

Thank  You, 

G.  Douglas  Childs 

Editor,  CONCEPTIONS  1977 


Of  The  Beginnings 


Where  does  it  begin  —  Creativity? 

Roll  it  around, 

Kick  it, 

Inject  it  into  someone  elses  amber  scene. 

It's  something, 

It's  nothing. 

Why  is  it  I  cannot  sometimes, 

Then  again  I  can. 

It  passes  by  unnoticed  sometimes  as  I  sleep 

I  remember  —  many  people  in  a  mansion 

whom  I  don't  know  but  who  are  all 

color  and  when  they  speak,  they  sing. 

It  dims 

I  can't  Remember  — 

It's  gone. 

Frank  Carden 


Yl'* 


Of  The  Words 


Lord,  send  to  me  a  poem 

That  I  might  sing  to  thee. 
There  have  been  too  many  poems 

Written  just  for  me. 
Put  on  my  lips  a  tender  word 

The  failing  heart  to  cheer 
And  help  me  not  to  cry  so  much, 

To  try  and  dry  a  tear. 


Diane  Saucier 


And  if  there  is  another  one 

Who  mayhap  feels  like  me 
Who  seems  discouraged  by  this  world 

Alone,  Unloved,  Not  free 
Help  me  to  be  able 

To  give  to  them  to  see 
And  be  able  to  show  them  that 

They  really  need  not  be. 
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And  if  I  find  another  one 

For  whom  my  poems  to  sing 
Help  to  always  show  in  them 

Your  Love  is  everything. 
And  if  ever  I  should  stray, 

Please  return  me,  Lord,  I  pray 
Bring  me  back  once  again 

To  my  thoughts,  Your  poem  of  this  day. 

Lord,  send  to  me  a  poem 

That  I  might  sing  to  thee, 
nd  never  let  me  write  again 

A  poem  just  for  me. 

S.  David  Boles 
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Mary  Sanders 
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Of  Love 


Love  is  at  arms  length,  yet  we 
live  in  a  world  that  lacks  those 
arms. 

Sandy  Schwolgin 


I  sit  crying. 

Wondering  why  I  love  you  so. 

Your  blue  eyes  shine  in  my  hopes. 

Your  smile  lingers  in  my  memory. 

Your  songs  are  in  my  heart. 

How  then  could  I  not  love  you  so? 

Melissa  Hall 


Of  Laughter 


Take  a  good  look  around. 
See  if  you  can  find  a  clown 
Standing  there  with  a  smiling  face. 
All  he  owns  in  such  a  small  case. 
A  clown  can  have  so  much  more, 
Just  having  someone  to  smile  for. 

Melissa  Hall 


The  painted  face  of  the  Clown, 
A  mask  which  hides  the  tears. 
His  jovial  expression,  very  colorful, 
Cloaks  hungers,  doubts  and  fears. 

The  painted  face  of  the  Clown 
Masks  the  need  for  close  felt  love. 

His  face  is  our  face. 
His  mask,  that  is  ours,  too. 
His  need  is  closely  felt  by  all, 
Its  universality  true. 

It  hides  the  truth  which  lies  within 
The  painted  face  of  the  Clown. 

S.  David  Boles 


Of  The  Seasons 


September  died  with  little 

Fight  or  protest. 

Rain  set  in  to  replace 

Indian  Summer. 

October,  dressed  in  Joseph's  coat, 

Came  cold  and  gray  and  wet. 

Love  was  left  behind,  and 

Memories  of  fall  days 

Years  before  set  in  the  filled 

The  void. 

Sandy  Schwolgin 


How  soft  is  the  snow  that 
falls  on  thee. 

How  white  is  the  snow  that 
surrounds  me. 
How  crisp  is  the  light- 
hearted  breeze. 
How  cold  is  the  mid- 
winter freeze. 
How  harsh  are  the  gusty 
torrents. 

How  thankful  are  we  for 
winter  moments. 

Melissa  Hall 


You  are  my  happiness; 
My  thoughts  are  filled  by 
Your  laughter  and  joys. 

You  are  my  sunshine; 
Lighting  my  life  with 
Your  smiles. 

You  are  my  dream; 

Because  with  you 

My  wishes  are  fulfilled. 

You  are  my  Life; 
Loving  you  makes  me 
A  part  of  you. 

You  are  My  Love; 
For  without  you, 
I  could  not  be. 

Melissa  Anne  Hall 


Which  way  is  time? 
Where  does  it  begin? 
Or,  Does  it  begin? 

How  small  is  time? 
Will  it  all  end? 
Or,  Does  it  end? 

Is  time  necessary? 
Can  time  be  exact? 
What  time  is  exact? 

Is  time  eternity? 
Is  space  forever? 
Is  forever  eternity? 

Melissa  Anne  Ha 


Of  Freedom 


To  Be  Free 


To  be  free  is  all  I  ask, 

Free  from  the  troubles  set  by  the  past. 

Freedom  for  all  in  the  future, 
No  disgrace  in  human  culture. 

No  countries  will  have  warefare, 
Giving  will  be  people's  care. 

Freedom,  will  come  at  last — 
But  our  time  may  surely  be  past. 

Melissa  Anne  Hall 


0,  Ye  Patriots,  I  have  heard  your  battle  cries 
For  some  do  live  and  some  do  die, 
So  sound  your  valiant  battle  cry. 

0,  For  the  job  of  the  word  freedom. 
It  is  music  to  mine  ears. 
I  love  to  hear  it  cried, 
I  love  to  her  it  cheered. 

Defeat  to  the  enemies  of  the  country 
And  life  to  the  land  of  the  free. 

Freedom  to  the  Land  of  the  Fifty  Stars  United. 

G.D.  Childs 


Death  — 


You  seemed  so  still, 
so  cold, 

Yet  I  felt  you  were 
still  alive. 

Your  life  on  earth 
was  so  short, 

And  for  the  last 
few  years  so  cruel. 

Separated  from  your 
Loved  ones, 
Lonely  and  hurt. 

Loneliness,  the  reason 
for  destruction  of  a 
Life. 


Two  years  gone,  wasted. 
I  feel  love  now 

That  I  had  before  but  tasted. 
I  to  you  do  bow. 

Two  months  gone,  forever 

present  in  my  memory  fears 

I  should  have  had  never 

That  caused  my  eyes  to  fill  with  tears. 

Two  days  gone,  look 

What  you  have  done  to  me. 

Left  me  guessing  as  in  the  middle  of  a  book. 

Now  ruin  my  life  and  let  me  be. 

Two  lovers  gone,  parted 

In  the  nightmares  I  dream 

So  that  I  am  left  once  more  broken-hearted. 

Still  for  the  sight  of  you  I  will  again  scream. 

G.D.  Childs 


I  know  it's  top 
late, 

But,  I  do  love  you, 
Dad. 


The  Old  Warrior's  Wish 


Melissa  Hall 


Each  day  holds  countless  hours, 
But  only  slowly  passing. 
And  you  appear  for  moments 
Like  an  echo  never  lasting. 

Please  stay  and  hold  me  close. 
I  need  the  touch  of  Heaven, 
I  want  to  live  and  feel 
That  Love  that  God  has  given. 

Christopher  Morris 


If  death  will  be, 

So  be  it. 

But  come  at  me 

Face  to  face. 

Not  like  a  dagger  in  the  night, 

But  a  shape  in  human  form 

So  that  I  might  raise  my  battle  cry 

In  one  last  fight. 

What  does  it  matter 

That  the  wind  may  blow, 

The  sea  surge, 

The  sun  shine, 

When  there  is  no  one  left 

To  hear  or  see. 


Death  is  no  tragedy, 

For  those  who  imprison  their  thoughts 

Within  themselves. 


David  Deaton 


Diane  Saucier 


Think  of  a  man  who,  when  he  dies,  has 
arranged  for  this  world  to  end  when  his  world 
has.  How  at  his  death-bed  a  man  will  wish  for  a 
universe  to  crumble,  to  die,  to  exist  no  more.  A 
mere  wish,  if  it  ever  came  true,  would  cause  a 
dead  man  to  rule  all  of  history. 


Time  goes  by  and  as  it  goes 

I  wonder  where  the  time  has  gone  before. 

Last  year  went,  the  year  before 

I  still  remember  crawling  on  the  floor. 

So  many  changes  I've  been  through 

And  days  go  by  so  fast 

I  just  don't  know  what  to  do. 

So  Lord,  I  only  ask  that  you 

Just  take  my  hand  and 

Lead  me  through  the  door. 

I  don't  know,  but  I've  been  told 
That  adolescence  is  a  stage 
That  everyone  goes  through 
Some  time  or  then. 
If  it's  so  easy  why  did  I 
Have  such  a  time  adjusting  to 
The  atmosphere. 

They  say  you're  only  young  this  once; 
You've  not  seen  the  struggle  ahead. 
Well,  If  that's  true,  I'll  hang  in  there, 
Cause  this  is  it  —  It's  my  turn  at  bat. 

So  many  changes  I've  been  through 
And  many  more  to  come. 
Oh  Lord,  Just  let  me  take  your  hand, 
Cause  you'll  show  me  the  way. 

David  Banks 


Life  struggle, 

The  sudden  beauty. 

The  warm  embrace  of  the  sun  and  moon 

When  time  has  no  meaning. 

Little  hints, 
The  day  growing  tired, 
The  storm  surrounding  the  sky 
In  an  attempt  to  make  happen 
An  occurance  so  violently  beautiful  that 
Both  sun  and  moon  hide  their  shine 
To  wait  for  the  life  struggle, 
To  Live  again. 

G.D.  Childs 
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Of  Worldliness 


Come  play  on  my  plastic  keyboard, 
Run  your  fingers  through  my  nylon  hair. 
My  neon  eyes  are  still  searching 
For  a  way  to  animate  space. 
Get  up  in  the  morning;  take  your 

vitamin 
Good  for  the  whole  day  through. 
The  doctor  says  balanced  meals  are 

good, 
But  balanced  pills  will  do. 
Come  play  on  my  plastic  keyboard, 
Set  your  eyes  on  my  smooth  shaven  face 
As  the  cold  world  looks  'round  for  an 

answer 
For  a  way  to  animate  space. 
The  music  plays  from  an  eight-  track  — 
Nothing  like  a  new  way  to  cut  tape. 
As  the  paper  money  keeps  floating  in 
Who  cares  how  much  we  make? 
Come  play  on  my  plastic  keyboard, 
I'm  so  short  I  need  platform  shoes. 
Just  let  me  digest  my  cardboard 
In  this  world  of  synthesized  space. 

David  Banks 
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Of  Nature 

Jhe  Acorn 

by 
George  R.  Putnam 

Here  I  sit,  at  a  loss,  contemplating  two  different  worlds.  Through  the  forest  no  more  than  fifty 
yards  from  here,  is  the  world  from  which  I  come.  I  know  it  all  too  well.  It  is  a  world  of  competitive 
superlatives.  Which  is  the  fastest?  Which  is  the  highest?  Who  is  the  richest?  Who  is  the  most 
successful?  Who  is  the  best?  These  are  the  standards  of  measurement  I  am  now  leaving  in  my 
everyday  world. 

Walking  down  the  street  to  enter  the  forest,  I  should  have  known  or  somehow  sensed  that 
today's  experience  would  awaken  me.  Everything  was  too  perfect.  The  sky  was  so  blue  that  it  was 
crystal  clear,  the  cool  air  was  so  sweet  and  fresh  and  you  could  almost  taste  it  and  the  morning 
sun's  rays  were  so  bright  and  warm  that  they  hugged  me  from  the  chill.  Quietly  slipping  into  the 
damp  forest,  I  find  the  remains  of  a  large  oak  tree  covered  in  moss.  No  king  ever  sat  on  a  more 
beautiful  throne  of  green  velvet  than  I  now  sit.  I  force  myself  to  push  away  all  thoughts  of  that 
other  world;  it  is  this  quiet  and  gentle  world  of  the  forest  I  want  to  know. 

I  sit  quietly  listening  to  the  wind  glide  through  the  tops  of  the  trees.  Suddenly,  I  am  startled  as  an 
object  falls  from  above,  ricochets  off  trees  and  branches  and  finally  lands  at  my  feet.  I  sort 
through  the  brownish-gray,  dry  and  twisted  leaves  and  find  a  pleasingly  plump  acorn.  This  acorn 
is  a  sporty  looking  fellow.  He  is  dressed  in  a  brown  and  green  striped  suit  and  black  pointed-toes 
shoes.  The  outfit  is  beautifully  accented  with  a  tam-o-shanter  of  beige  herringbone.  I  casually 
toss  him  into  my  pants  pocket. 

Willowy  branches  tickle  my  nose  and  ears  as  I  walk  deeper  into  the  forest.  Reaching  down,  I 
spread  the  dead  leaves  aside  and  grabbed  a  handful  of  damp,  black  earth.  The  soil  has  a  rich, 
decaying  smell  as  I  let  it  sift  through  my  fingers.  I  wonder  how  it  feels  to  be  in  the  earth  with  a 
blanket  of  leaves  overhead. 

Down  in  the  lowlands  of  the  forest,  a  swamp  is  slowly  being  formed.  Cool,  clear,  slow-moving 
water  is  maneuvering  a  patchwork  of  channels  through  lush,  green  grass.  Here  the  trees  are 
dead  or  dying;  their  life-giving  nutrients  from  the  earth  have  been  severed  by  the  ever-rising 
water.  The  staccato  sounds  made  by  red  and  blue  woodpeckers  can  be  heard  throughout  the 
forest.  The  birds  find  nest  excavation  easier  in  dead  trees. 


As  I  approach  higher  ground  and  the  trees  are  not  as  dense  as  they  are  along  the  swamp,  I  can 
see  the  sun's  rays  spotlighting  the  forest  floor.  Yellow  leaves,  still  wet  from  the  dew,  glimmer  as 
the  sun  reflects  off  of  them.  A  small  oak  tree  with  healthy,  well-shaped,  green  leaves  and  strong 
branches  attracts  my  attention.  It  is  completely  surrounded  by  the  golden  sunlight.  Pine  needles 
hang  from  the  branches  as  if  they  were  tinsel  and  autumn  leaves  of  red,  gold  and  brown  are  lying 
randomly  throughout  the  small  tree.  Christmas,  surely,  has  come  early. 

I  can  hear  cars  again  As  I  step  from  the  curb  to  the  street,  I  feel  a  tingling  in  my  thigh  as  if 
someone  stuck  me  with  a  pin.  I  reach  into  my  pocket  and  automatically  I  knew  —  It's  my  acorn! 
Hurriedly,  I  rushed  back  into  the  forest  finding  the  ideal  sunny  spot  on  high  ground.  I  dig  a  hole  in 
the  damp  soil  and  deposit  Mr.  Sporty  Dresser.  Gently,  I  replace  the  soil  over  him. 

There  is  no  need  to  return  and  check  his  progress  for  now  I  realize  the  acorn's  world,  with  all  it's 
splendor  and  beauty,  and  my  world,  which  is  sometimes  hectic,  are  one  and  the  same.  More 
importantly,  there  is  a  guardian  over  our  one  world  who  is  a  much  better  Gardner  than  I. 


•^*y 


At  times  life  seems  to  be  so 
Full  of  happiness. 

Then  it  is  filled  by  dreadful  tragedies 
That  shatter  our  dreams. 

The  beautiful  days  when  you  feel  you 
Have  all  the  answers. 

Only  to  awaken  and  find  you're  not 
Really  sure. 

The  days  spent  planning  for  a  future. 
Then  wondering  how  you'll  feel  when 
Tomorrow  comes. 

The  unfulfilled  dreams  of  life, 
That  are  crushed  by  reality. 
You  ask  yourself  —  Why? 
Then  you  find  your  purpose  in 
Life. 

The  bright  light  shines. 

And  you  thank  God  for  everything. 

Melissa  Hall 


Reach  for  a  dream, 
A  dream  of  wonders, 
A  thought  of  happiness, 
A  gift  of  joy. 

Where  can  I  find  these? 

Only  in  a  dream; 

A  dream  of  reality, 

A  thought  of  truth. 

Your  dreams  can  come  true, 

But  only  with  Faith. 

Melissa  Hall 


Of  Dreams 


Of  Loneliness 


It's  just  natural 

For  me  to  want  to  reach  out 

And  take  your  hand, 

Because  you're  beautiful. 

But  that  voice  inside  my  brain 

Keeps  on  telling  me 

That  even  that  won't  ease  the  pain 

Of  the  cold  industrial  green 

Of  these  walls  that  close  me  in. 

It's  that  voice  that  takes  the  pleasures  — 

Takes  them  far  away  from  me 

And  then  leaves  me  here  to  smother 

In  the  routine  of  each  day. 

So  this  one  time  I  rebel, 

Reaching  out  now  just  to  touch  you 

And  you  look  to  me  with  Questioning  eyes 

And  then  smile  and  turn  away. 

Sandy  Schwolgin 


, 


Forever  More 


And  the  rain  came  down 

For  the  second  day 

Keeping  you  and  me  within  the  house 

Neither  one  offering  to  say  a  word. 

Both  remain  in  silence  while  the 

Rain  takes  its  fall. 

I  wonder  of  the  words 

You  keep  Locked  within  — 

Playing  little  stories  in  my  head, 

Going  back  to  reasons  that  might 

Have  brought  us  here 

To  the  coming  presence  of  the  silence 

That  starts  to  roar. 


I  walk  along  the  shallow  banks 
Where  shadows  fall  like  leaden  planks 
From  trees,  As  giants  walking; 
Marching  before  the  silent  stalking 
of  sunset. 

As  myrid  stars  begin  to  rise 
And  pink  banners  give  way  to  deep  blue, 
I  walk  along  the  shallow  banks 
And  watch  the  river  cold  and  blank 
and  dead. 

As  moonlight  drifts  through  leafy  branch 
And  hope  drifts  out  with  nary  a  catch, 
I  sit  beside  the  lifeless  banks 
And  think  of  when  I  had  a  chance, 
and  cry. 


You  never  asked  me  before, 

To  make  Love  to  you. 

And  there  is  something  in  your  silence, 

That  hurts  me  sorely. 

I  never  asked  you  to  cry  for  me, 

But  why  are  there  no  tears  anymore. 

Then,  I  realized  the  rain  has 
Stopped. 

You  dress  yourself  and  then  walk  out. 
I'll  be  alone  when  you  are  gone, 
In  a  silence  that  will  last  — 
Forevermore 

Frank  Carden 


S.  David  Boles 


Of  Memories 


John  Swain 


Tear  stained  roses 
crushed  between  the  pages 
of  a  tattered  scrapbook; 
full  of  memories. 
Sometimes  I  wonder 
if  life  has  always  been 
and  will  always  be  the  same. 

Sandy  Schwolgin 


On  Blindness 


Blindness  is  very  lonely, 

If  you  have  yourself  only. 

Blindness  is  darkness, 

From  all  outside  activeness. 

Blindness  at  which  people  stare, 

Not  helping  or  showing  any  care. 

Blindness  is  being  blocked  away 

From  members  of  society  in  their 

Busy  day. 

Is  this  really  blindness, 

Or  our  very  own  selfishness? 

Melissa  Anne  Hall 


Hurt  and  memories; 

They  seem  to  belong  to  one  another. 

Teach  me  God,  please  — 

To  remember  moments: 

of  Happiness 

of  Closeness 
and  of  Laughter 

Teach  me  God  also 
to  be  thankful: 

for  Memories 

for  Life 

for  Death 
and  for  You 


I  am  a  Hypocrite,  God  help  me. 

I  am  a  Liar,  God  save  me. 

I  am  sick,  God  heal  me. 

I  am  complacent,  God  deliver  me. 

I  am  unloving,  God  Love  me. 

G.D.  Childs 


Thank  you  God  for 
teaching  me  value  in  every 
aspect  of  Life,  and  Death. 


Melissa  Hall 


Of  Light 


Kathy  Knox 


Scrapbook 


Life 


enshrined  within  a 
hardback  cover 
tattered  corners 
and 

torn  pages  of 
life 
collected  laughter 
tears 
love 
victory 
defeat 
achievement 
a  shrine  of  life 


and  with  so  much  as  that 


death. 


Sandy  Schwolgin 


I  reached  out 

for  you  — 

But  only  memories. 

I  want  to  hold 

you  — 

But  only  dreams. 

I  wanted  love 

from  you  — 

But  there  was  no  time. 

I  was  saved 
because  of  you, 
and  now  I  live  — 

But  without  you. 


Melissa  Anne  Hall 


The  Poets  Shared  Their  Words  With  Me 

The  poets  shared  their  words  with  me  today; 
I  listened  to  what  they  had  to  say 
And  finally  tired  of  all  their  rhyme  and  reason. 
To  read  such  satin  words  seemed  treason 
To  my  soul  which  lay  smothered  within. 

Verse  after  verse  became  one  and  the  same. 

I  felt  I  was  to  become  insane 

From  the  steady  pounding  in  my  head  — 

Tetrameter,  pentameter,  hexameter,  heptameter 

Day-away,  flush-hush,  sad-mad,  late-hate! 

Why  should  we  accept  what  someone  has  to  say  for  us? 

More  feelings  there  are  that  can  be  expressed, 

So  where  is  the  freedom  for  us  to  speak  our  minds? 

We  create  verse  in  our  heads 

Or  scribble  words  on  scraps  of  paper 

Which  we  hide  in  the  back  of  a  drawer. 

Inhibited,  we  apologize  for  our  expressions. 

What  is  this  fear  of  creation? 

To  give  birth  to  ideas, 

To  give  shapes  to  forms  and  then  establish  formally  and  visually 

Gives  importance  to  being  and  immortality  to  name. 

God  shared  His  world  with  me  today; 

I  viewed  the  flaming  colors  in  the  trees, 

The  delicacy  of  a  wildflower,  and  the  magic  in  a  breath  of  air. 

I  wondered  at  the  design  behind  the  flight  of  a  buzzard 

And  the  majesty  in  the  power  of  a  thunderous  waterfall. 

I  took  my  mortal  hand  and  paper 
With  the  freedom  we  all  have  to  share: 
Feeble  words  I  strove  to  utter 
Till  I  talked  with  my  Lord  in  prayer. 

God  shared  His  world  with  me  today; 
I  listened  to  what  He  had  to  say  . . . 
And  finally  realized  the  need  for  silence. 

CD.  Saucier 
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My  first  hopes  and  dreams  — 
I  kept  them  a  secret, 
And  smiled  to  myself. 

Now  that  I  have  found  you  — 

My  dreams  are  in  reach, 

And  I  have  someone  to  smile  with. 

M.  Hall 


A  man  of  war  has  taught  me  revenge, 
The  devil  taught  me  hate. 
The  world  taught  me  loneliness, 
The  proud  taught  me  judgment. 

My  culture  taught  me  prejudice, 
World  standards  taught  me  deceit. 
The  capitalist  taught  me  how  to  use  people, 
The  communist  taught  me  to  enslave  them. 
And  from  these  I  have  not  learned. 

A  man  of  years  has  taught  me  to  wait, 
A  woman  has  taught  me  to  identify. 
A  community  has  taught  me  to  share, 
A  friend  has  taught  me  the  ways  of  love. 
And  from  these  I  have  learned. 

The  Spirit  is  teaching  me  truth, 
Perception  is  teaching  me  to  care. 
My  Shephard  is  teaching  me  the  way, 
Mr  Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  teaching  me  strength. 
And  by  these  I  am  free  and  live. 
Pv.  25:8-12 

Elise  Whitworth 


To  Those  Dead,  Unborn 

When  does  it  begin? 
Oh,  that  ache  within  my  heart  .  .  . 
the  fear  — 
the  dread  — 
the  indecision  — 
The  choice  should  not  be  mine;  but  is  it  mine  to  take,  or  give? 
All  alone.  Oh,  the  emptiness  inside  — 

Yet,  the  warmth  that  could,  and  should,  be  .  .  . 
But  NO!  The  solitary  cold  of  disgust  and  hostility  —  blame. 


All  are  strangers  to  me  and  MY  needs! 
Why  should  I  give? 
Why  should  I  sacrifice  my  life  for  — 


It? 


By  myself,  but  not  alone.  They're  here. 
I  can  see  them  surrounding  me. 
I  can  hear  their  haunting  screams  and  cries, 
the  cries  of  dead  unborn. 

Such  ugly,  grotesque  proportions  of  head,  body,  and  limbs; 

Their  crooked  arms  interlock  as  they,  in  union,  surround  me. 

Others  too  weak,  lay  tossed  in  huddled  positions,  destined 

To  stay  that  way  the  rest  of  their  —  life? 

Out  of  a  world  of  darkness  they  come, 

Into  a  world  of  darkness  —  in  life  and  death. 

Which  is  darker?  Life  or  death? 

They  can  hear  us  around  them.  We  do  not  listen. 

They  are  at  the  will  of  us  around  them. 

We  do  not  care. 

Do  they  understand?  We  do  not  understand  —  them. 

Do  I  understand? 

We  were  once  like  they,  but  we  were  given  a  chance. 

We  think  we  are  much  bigger  than  they,  But  we  are  mistaken  — 

We  are  much  smaller  than  they.  We  are  only  overpowering. 

I'll  save  you!  I'll  love  you! 

I  shall  be  your  home  and  comforter! 

"Unto  us  a  child  is  born.  Unto  us  a  son  is  given." 
You  are  a  gift  to  us,  how  can  we  refuse? 
YOUR'S  IS  NOT  OURS  TO  GIVE  OR  TAKE. 

Together  we  shall  stand  and  live  in  warmth,  you  and  I,  against 
The  cold  and  enemies  in  the  world  without. 
We  shall  be  united  against  those  murderers  who  hate  and  steal 
And  rush  about  without  thought  or  care,  concern  or  love. 

Oh!  How  can  this  be? 

I  bring  you  into  loneliness  — 

This  world  of  deceit,  fraud,  condemnation  and  greediness. 

I  don't  understand  this  life. 

All  makes  no  sense,  but  I  know  now  that  I  have  no  other  choice. 
Though  your  soul  may  haunt  me  fo/  ever,  I  cannot  let  you 
See  this  world  .  . . 

I'm  sorry  . . . 

I  love  you.  _  _.    c 

'  CD.  Saucier 


Of  Life 


Prelude 


I  sing  of  God,  of  love,  of  joy,  of  life. 

I  sing  of  those  I  meet  and  where  I've  been, 

I  sing  of  hope,  of  praise,  of  end  to  strife, 

I  sing  of  the  beginning  and  the  end. 

I  sing  someday  of  one  who  will  be  my  wife. 

The  one  who  is  nearer  than  the  nearest  friend; 

I  sing  of  truth,  which,  sharper  than  a  knife, 

The  world  from  fear  asunder  soon  would  rend. 

But  yet  I  sing  imperfectly  because, 

I  am  but  mortal,  subject  to  mistake, 

Yet  hope  that  those  who  come  might  find  my 

rhyme 

And  poetry  yet  worth  a  little  pause. 

Then  listen  well,  of  fuller  life  partake, 

And  toward  the  goal  together  with  me  climb. 

Ray  Coleman 

"And  he  said  to  them  all,  if  any  man  will  come 
after  me,  let  him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his 
cross,  and  follow  me.  For  whosoever  will  save  his 
life  shall  lose  it,  but  whosoever  will  lose  his  life  for 
my  sake,  the  same  shall  save  it." 

—  Jesus  Christ,  Luke  9:23-24 


"Deny  himself  . . .  and  follow  me,"  he  said 

That  day  in  Palestine  so  long  ago. 

These  words  by  countless  thousands  have  been 

read, 

But  so  few  in  their  lives  these  actions  show. 

"Deny  himself"  is  utterly  opposed 

By  ego,  which  would  tower  over  all, 

And  hearing  thus,  So  many  ears  have  closed 

That  never  hear  the  ending  of  the  call. 

While  those  who  hear  and  answer,  "Here  am  I." 

Who  ask  forgiveness,  call  upon  His  name. 

Receive  abundant  life,  and  never  die, 

But  live  forever,  Christ's  great  gift  to  claim. 

Then  "Follow  me"  becomes  a  call  of  joy 

That  far  surpasses  any  earthly  toy. 

Ray  Coleman 


An  Afternoon  Walk 


It  was  a  beautiful  late  summer  afternoon.  A  few  white 
clouds  drifted  slowly  toward  the  east  as  a  warm  wind 
stirred  the  leaves  of  the  trees  overhead.  The  sunlight 
seemed  to  have  saturated  the  world  with  joy  and  peace. 

"Thank  You,  Father,  for  this  fine  day",  Jared's  son 
prayed  silently  as  he  walked  along  the  edge  of  his  fields. 
Every  afternoon,  he  treasured  the  prospect  of  at  least  a 
short  jaunt  into  the  woods,  but  today  his  labors  permitted 
him  a  large  excursion  and  gave  him  time  to  see  the  other 
side  of  the  river. 

Crossing  at  the  ford,  Jared's  son  moved  reverently 
through  the  meadows  and  into  the  great  forest  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain.  He  smiled  as  he  heard  the  field  mice 
scampering  across  the  path  behind  him. 

"God  has  been  good  to  us  this  year",  he  thought.  "There 
is  plenty  to  eat,  fine  clothing  to  wear,  and  a  good  home. 
Yes,  God  has  been  very  good  to  us." 

He  began  to  pray. 

"God,  I  present  myself  to  you  today  as  your  humble 
servant.  You  have  been  exceedingly  good  to  me,  and  I 
have  walked  with  You.  You  have  been  my  constant  guide 
and  friend,  for  which  I  thank  you.  Thank  you  for  my 
family,  especially  my  fine,  healthy  son.  Thank  you  for  this 
beautiful  world  and  for  your  promise  for  the  future  ..." 

He  paused  for  a  minute  as  if  to  turn  back,  but  felt  strange- 
ly moved  to  walk  onward. 

"Lord,  You  know  better  than  I  what  I  should  do,"  he 
prayed  out  loud. 

For  another  hour  he  continued  on  his  way,  walking 
through  the  forest  and  praising  God.  He  was  conscious  all 
the  while  that  God  was  actually  with  him,  he  conversed 
freely,  as  with  a  friend. 

"Lord,  I  never  noticed  that  this  hill  was  so  steep  before.  It 
should  be  getting  close  to  nightfall,  but  everything  seems 
to  be  getting  brighter." 

Then  suddenly,  he  understood  and  smiled. 

"And  Enoch  walked  with  God:  and  he  was  not,  for  God 
took  him." 

Ray  Coleman 


Spider 


black  is  beautiful  baby 
asleep 
on  a  bed 
of  satin 

spun  from  diamonds 
as  Sun 
touches  your 
sleepy  eyes 

Sandy  Schwolgin 


You  have  wisdom  beyond  your  years, 
He  has  years  beyond  his  wisdom, 
And  I  have  wisdom  not  to  comment  on 
my  years. 

Ray  Coleman 


The  memories  of  a  dying  man, 
Weak,  but  yet  so  strong. 
Days  of  youth, 
Times  so  dear. 
Dying. 

Things  that  should  have  been  done  once; 

Words  he  should  have  said 

Fill  his  head  — 

Can't  forget  — 

Crying. 

Trying  to  forget  the  struggle 
Remember  just  the  good 
Try  so  hard. 
Blank  out  time. 
Sighing. 


Sighing  as  he  ponders; 
Crying,  he  remembers 
Memories  are  old, 
Dying  is  new. 
Dying. 


David  Banks 


■ 


The  Trip  Back 


The  clock  on  the  office  wall  read  1 1 :45  as  the  manager  of  the  team  picked  up  the  phone.  "Hello,  Mr. 
Johnson?  Yes,  I  know  Fred's  fastball  is  gone.  Yes,  we've  told  him  to  lose  weight  . . .  Mr.  Johnson,  I 
hate  it,  but  we'll  have  to  let  him  go.  I  let  him  hang  around  after  the  first  cut  because,  well,  you  know 
how  popular  he  was.  I  even  liked  him  myself  and  I  kept  hoping  for  . . .  yes,  sir.  First  thing  tomorrow 
morning.  Can  you  go  over  with  me?  He's  staying  at  the  Oak  Street  Boarding  House.  The  same  place 
he  stayed  during  his  first  camp  in  '56,  kind  of  a  sentimental  thing.  But,  there's  no  use  in  his  showing 
up  for  practice  . . .  No,  I'd  rather  tell  him  personally,  sir  ...  Yes,  sir.  Good  night  ..." 

It  was  5:30  when  Fred  woke  up.  It  was  still  dark,  so  he  switched  on  the  little  table  lamp.  The  light 
rays  shone  on  an  old  picture  of  Fred,  taken  the  day  that  he  struck  out  14  batters.  He'd  make  it 
again,  just  wait  and  see  . . .  "No,"  he  thought.  "Those  days  are  over.  You  ought  to  give  up  and  go 
home  now." 

The  sky  was  just  getting  light  when  Fred,  suitcase  in  hand,  walked  out  of  the  boarding  house.  How 
different  the  old  place  looked  from  the  big  city  hotels  he  used  to  stay  in.  He'd  stay  there  again,  but 
not  as  a  baseball  player.  He  might  be  a  salesman  or  a  ...  or  what?  What  could  he  do?  Aw,  no  need 
to  worry  about  that.  There'd  be  jobs  enough  back  home.  Matter  of  fact,  he'd  almost  taken  one  last 
winter. 

There  would  be  other  good  things,  too.  No  more  hopping  from  city  to  city  every  few  days.  No  more 
games.  He  could  have  a  home  year  round.  It  was  what  Becki  had  always  wanted,  and  now  he  could 
offer  it  to  her. 


Well,  here  he  was  at  the  bus  depot.  He'd  buy  a  ticket  and  wait.  Should  he  call  the  manager? 
"Shucks,  No  —  he'd  still  be  asleep,"  Fred  figured.  "Oh,  well,  I  can  call  him  later." 

As  the  bus  pulled  out,  the  team's  manager  and  Vice-President  were  driving  toward  the  boarding 
house  through  the  early  morning  fog. 
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'I  sure  hate  to  tell  him;-  boss. 


"He's  washed  out,  Shorty. 


iwxSSk 


'Yeah,  but  — ' 


mUsffmA 


"I  waited  two  years  and  a  month  on  'Yeah  but's'.  We  have  to  let  him  go.  Maybe  we  can  use  him  as  a 
coach  somewhere,  but  he  just  can't  cut  it  this  year  . . .  Look  out,  Shorty!  I  declare,  if  you  managed 
like  you  drove,  I'd  be  firing  you  instead  of  Phillips!" 

"Well,  I  didn't  see  the  bus  pulling  out!" 


"How  about  watching  it?' 


"Okay,  okay. 


■ 
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Looking  out  the  window,  Fred  mused,  "I  wonder  what  those  fellows  were  thinking  about.  They  sure 
weren't  watching  the  road." 


And  the  red  lights  of  the  bus  sped  on  and  were  gently  swallowed  in  the  fog. 


■ 


Ray  Coleman 
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Postlude 


Another  day  of  life  has  come  and  gone, 
A  day  that  knew  both  vict'ry  and  defeat, 
A  day  of  work,  of  rest,  of  those  we've  known. 
A  day  that  knew  its  bitter  and  its  sweet. 
The  night  is  here,  the  day  we  cannot  move, 
For  all  its  deeds  are  set,  its  chances  past. 
We  pray  that  some,  at  least,  we  did  will  prove 
To  be  the  deeds  that  bear  the  fruits  that  last. 
So  from  our  toil  to  sleep  we  now  must  go, 
Released  from  all  the  labor  of  this  day. 
We  trust  in  Him  whom  we  most  surely  know 
And  humbly  let  our  waking  slip  away; 
Content  to  know,  that  whithersoe'er  we  be 
That  when  we  wake  again,  His  face  we'll  see. 


Ray  Coleman 


Lord,  you  put  the  pen  in  my  hand,  you 
gave  me  the  words.  Now  I  humbly  ask 
that  you  would  accept  them  back. 

S.  David  Boles 
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Fall  Conference 


Georgia  U.S.A. 


God's  Trombones/  ^lctlon 
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Chapel  At  MUA 


Chapel  at  MUA  is  a  voluntary  gathering  of  students, 
staff  and  faculty  in  a  faith  community  experience. 
These  times  serve  to  broaden  the  community's  expo- 
sure to  the  commonality  between  the  varying  faiths  as 
represented  by  its  members  and  by  the  campus  and 
guest  speakers.  Among  the  visiting  speakers  were:  Dr. 
Joseph  Fletcher,  University  of  Virginia  faculty  member 
and  ordained  Episcopal  priest,  spoke  on  bio-medical 
ethics.  His  written  works  include  a  seven  volume  set  on 
social  and  medical  ethics,  and  Moral  Responsibility. 
Dr.  Fletcher  was  sponsored  by  the  Insight  Committee. 

Dr.  Robert  F.  Otto,  Professor  of  Christianity  at  Mercer 
University  in  Macon  (PICTURED  LEFT),  posed  the 
question,  "That  man  on  death  row  —  who  is  he?"  Dr. 
Audry  Fontnote,  PICTURED  BELOW,  has  served  as  a 
medical  missionary  doctor  in  Japan,  Korea  and  Tanza- 
nia and  is  currently  on  the  staff  of  the  Southeast  Louisi- 
ana State  Hospital  as  a  psychiatrist. 
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A.D.  Players/  jj** 


The  After  Dinner  (A.D.)  Players  is  a  company 
dedicated  to  the  production  of  Christian  dra- 
ma. They  are  made  up  of  full-time  students, 
business  men  and  women,  mothers  and  people 
who  represent  all  denominations.  They  are  un- 
der the  professional  leadership  of  Ms.  Jean- 
nette  Clift  George,  author  of  16  original  plays 
which  the  Players  present.  The  A.D.  Players 
strive  to  be  a  first-rate  repertory  company  be- 
cause they  feel  that  Christian  drama  should  be 
second  to  none.  The  A.D.  Players  include  a  six- 
person  Traveling  Company  available  for  full- 
time  touring  and  performance  throughout  the 
nation.  MUA  had  the  pleasure  of  their  Com- 
pany in  a  performance  which  displayed  a  cre- 
ative and  professional  presentation  of  the 
Word  of  God  through  artistic  imagery. 


Miss  M.U.A. 


1977  Miss  M.U.A. 

Miss  Donna  Wagnon 

The  other  contestants  were  Jo  McCrary,  Holley  Dvorscak,  Debra  Fuller,  Gale  Jenson,  Cindy  Reid,  Zoe  Brown,  Melissa  Hall, 
Ester  Domingo,  Pam  Smithwick,  and  Jody  Miller. 
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Service  Projects 
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MASQUERADE,  THANKSCIUINC   DINNER,  RETREATS, ETC. 


93 


Poor  Boy's  Breakfast 
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At  mercer/Atlanta  students  have  the  opportunity  to 
become  aware  of  the  real  situations  which  exist  in  the 
world  outside  their  academic  sphere.  One  such  "com- 
munity awareness"  project  was  experienced  in  a  Social 
Work  class  where  the  students  were  assigned  to  either 
buy  and  prepare  breakfast  for  15  people  with  three 
dollars,  buy  clothing  for  one  dollar  or  less  from  the 
Salvation  Army,  and  to  find  some  means  of  transporta- 
tion, other  than  a  car,  to  and  from  school.  One  student 
wrote: 

"At  precisely  6:24  a.m.,  I  stepped  into  the  cold  air  of  a 
mid-November  morning,  and  into  the  reality  that  for 
the  next  five  hours,  I  was  one  of  those  poor  people  we 
like  to  downgrade  so.  As  I  walked  down  the  driveway  of 
my  middle  class  home,  I  did  not  even  stop  at  my  car  as 
is  my  normal  custom,  but  kept  my  eyes  fixed  on  my 
brightly  lit  target  one  block  away,  a  MARTA  bus.  As  I 
came  by  the  bus,  I  noticed  that  the  driver  was  reading 
the  morning  paper,  and  seemed  annoyed  at  being  dis- 
turbed to  come  let  a  poor  passenger  on.  He  silently 
opened  the  doors  to  the  bus,  and  returned  to  his  seat, 
and  continued  reading  his  paper. 

We  finally  got  underway  three  minutes  behind  the 
schedule,  after  I  had  read  Rider's  Digest  through  for 
the  third  time,  and  was  wondering  how  much  longer 


we  would  have  to  wait. 

I  arrived  downtown,  and  felt  the  cold  air  of  Georgia 
State,  in  the  weather  I  know  very  well  is  Five  Point's 
unique  brand.  Fulton  Federal's  thermometer  read  34 
degrees  at  7:04  a.m.,  and  I  could  believe  every  degree 
of  it.  From  that  cold  corner,  a  warm  McDonald's  beck- 
oned me,  but  I  did  not  yield  to  temptation,  for  poor 
people  don't  have  that  kind  of  money. 

After  some  confusion  about  the  correct  route,  and 
fifteen  chilly  minutes  at  Auburn  and  Park  Place,  the 
connection  was  made,  and  once  again  I  had  the  upper 
hand  on  traffic,  and  none  of  the  headaches  that  those 
thousands  of  people  on  the  other  side  of  the  downtown 
connector  and  the  northeast  expressway  had.  At  long 
last,  we  arrived  at  Mercer,  right  on  schedule,  and  as  we 
pulled  up  to  the  flagpole,  I  thought  . . .  Mercer,  you  are 
beautiful." 

The  Poor  Boy's  Breakfast  brought  these  experiences 
to  a  close,  at  least  for  these  middle  class  students.  But 
the  memories  of  such  experiences  have  become  a  part 
of  each  student's  life.  As  one  student  reflected,  "It 
gave  me  the  opportunity  to  glance  back  over  my  entire 
life,  in  a  brief  flash,  and  know  how  lucky  I  am." 


The  INSIGHT  Series  of  Mercer  University  in 
Atlanta  comprises  a  group  of  programs  de- 
signed to  acquaint  the  college  and  the  com- 
munity with  issues  and  persons  of  authentic 
contemporary  significance.  The  Series 
seeks  to  bring  to  the  campus  persons  who 
will  challenge  and  enlighten  us,  who  will 
stimulate  our  thought  and  concern  —  per- 
sons whose  presence  will  be  felt  long  after 
the  time  they  have  spent  on  campus.  Speak- 
ers for  the  1976-77  year  at  Mercer  Universi- 
ty in  Atlanta  included: 

Mr.  Carl  Rowan  —  noted  statesman  and 
journalist.  Mr.  Rowan  speak's  out  in  behalf 
of  America's  minorities.  He  has  served  as 
the  first  black  American  to  sit  with  the  Presi- 
dent's Cabinet  and  is  currently  a  columnist 
for  the  Chicago  Daily  News  and  Field  News- 
paper Syndicate. 

Dr.  George  K.  Schweitzer  —  presented  a 
program  on  "Religious  Truth  and  Scientific 
Myth."  He  is  a  distinguished  Professor  of 
Chemistry  at  the  University  of  Tennessee. 

Mr.  James  J.  Kilpatrick  —  one  of  America's 
most  respected  newspaperment  and  is  a 
contributing  editor  of  National  Review  and  a 
regular  essayist  for  Nation's  Business.  Mr. 

Kilpatrick  is  noted  for  having  the  latest  infor- 
mation about  the  Washington  scene  in  rela- 
tion to  politics. 
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Mr.  Carl  Rowan 
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MEMBERSHIP 

Kathy  Amos 

Mac  Mathis 

Samy  Ashkar 

Sandy  Mayfield 

Kathy  Barrett 

Jeff  Minton 

Jeff  Bush 

Jerry  Parkerson 

Doug  Childs 

Ike  Reighard 

Paula  Conn 

Wyn  Rosenburg 

Phyllis  Cummingham 

Lee  Ross 

Oleeta  Fain 

Diane  Saucier                                  i 

Glenda  Flemister 

Lee  Thompson 

Everett  Gay 

Barbara  Vinson 

Dannie  Grant 

Elise  Whitworth 

Rusty  Holland 

Larry  Wynn 
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MEMBERSHIP 

Dr.  Melissa  Walker,  sponsor 

Robert  Hudson 

Robert  Armow 

Janice  Hulin 

Imagene  Baggett 

Skip  Hunt 

Sam  Boles 

Ronnie  Kee 

Debbie  Brooks 

Nancy  Kimsey 

Bobby  Camp 

Steve  Lazzara 

Joanna  Canellos 

Karen  Maloof 

Martha  Chancellor 

Kirk  Martin 

Tony  Crawford 

Donnie  McClung 

Charlene  Cook 

Phillip  McMichen 

Phyllis  Cunningham 

Laura  Merrifield 

Carla  Dell 

Jeff  Minton 

Michael  Denmark 

Jim  Minton 

Denise  DuCharme 

Wyn  Rosenberg                       j 

Casandra  Dukes 

Sandy  Schwolgin 

Billy  Frank 

John  Sills 

Vic  Gathier 

Fred  Sistrunk 

Everette  Gay 

Tony  Schuler 

Heidi  Haindlfinger 

Susan  Strickland 

Robert  Herren 

Bachir  Uwayni 

Tonya  Howe 

Jane  Weeks                             | 

The  Asparagus  Club  is  de- 
signed to  provide  stu- 
dents with  an  opportunity 
to  have  fun  together  by 
exploring  the  resources  of 
the  city.  Outings  are 
planned  every  quarter  to 
plays,  movies,  and  con- 
certs. 
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MEMBERSHIP 

Dr.  Melissa  Walker, 

Sponsor 

Beverly  Greenwood 

JoAnn  Adkins 

Debbie  Massey 

Herlinde  Ayers 

Joy  McClung 

Imogene  Baggett 

Carolyn  Morris 

Ruth  Bishop 

Phyllis  Pifer 

Cathy  Blossman 

Paula  Reeves 

Sue  Bottmeheg 

Mary  Sanders 

Nancy  Right 

Lynda  Shockley 

Bobbe  Camp 

Patti  Shore 

Anna  Ciampo 

Reba  Stokes 

Catherine  Danna 

Louise  Strozier 

Larry  Dawson 

Charlotte  Smylie 

Kay  DeGrow 

Robert  Taylor 

Peg  DuEusim 

Maureen  Thibadeau 

Donna  Fairchild 

Betty  White 

Adult  Life  Studies  Organization 
is  designed  to  meet  some  of 
the  needs  of  the  student  who 
combines  college  studies  with 
a  job  or  family  responsibilities 
or  for  the  person  who  has 
come  back  to  college  after  hav- 
ing been  away  from  school  for 
some  time. 
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Students  at  MUA  voice  their  opinions 
through  their  elected  representatives  of 
the  Student  Government  Association. 
This  organization  concerns  itself  with  a 
wide  range  of  activities  and  responsibil- 
ities, and  its  purposes  are  intimately  relat- 
ed to  all  facets  of  campus  life.  The  objec- 
tives of  the  SGA  are  carried  out  through 
many  forms  of  interaction  and  communi- 
cation among  the  students,  their  leaders, 
the  faculty  and  staff  of  the  college. 


MEMBERSHIP 

President: 

Rusty  Holland 

Vice  President: 

Barbara  Vinson 

Secretary: 

Diane  Saucier 

Treasurer: 

Doug  Childs 

Senator  at  Large: 

Ike  Reighard 

Larry  Wynn 

Senior  Senator: 

Kathy  Barrett 

Jerry  Parkerson 

Junior  Senator: 

Lee  Ross 

Tim  Smith 

Sophomore  Senator: 

Kathy  Amos 

Wyn  Rosenberg 

Night  Senator: 

Franklin  Brown 
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he  MUA  Business  Club  goals  are 
)  strengthen  confidence  among 
le  students  and  to  further  asso- 
ation  with  the  students.  The 
ub  strives  to  improve  academic 
jalities  that  will  enable  its  mem- 
3rs  to  participate  effectively  in 
jsiness,  professional,  and  com- 
lunity  life.  By  engaging  in  individ- 
al  and  group  projects  of  a  busi- 
3ss  nature,  the  members  hope 
» identify  outstanding  leadership 
the  business  industry  and  busi- 
es education."  This  will  prepare 
ich  member  for  productive  citi- 
mship  and  will  facilitate  intelli- 
jnt  career  choices. 


MEMBERSHIP 

John  Miller,  advisor 

Sherry  Jones 

Bill  Adams 

Phil  Knight,  treasurer 

Emanuel  Antwi 

Betsy  Kehoe 

Sharon  Barfield 

Alan  Kruzdlo 

Bart  Barton 

Laura  Lawton 

Gary  Boyles 

Stephanie  Lee 

Joyce  Bradley 

Cathy  Lyons 

Laree  Brown 

Kim  Minick 

Ray  Coleman 

Renee  Murphy 

Ross  Coleman,  president 

Bruce  Perry 

Paula  Collins 

Wyn  Rosenberg 

Paula  Conn,  vice-president 

Jeff  Schulz 

Lee  Day 

Beth  Sherman 

Michael  Denmark 

Lynda  Shockley 

Kent  Dimon,  parliamentarian 

Tim  Shoemaker 

George  Gavalas 

Eddie  Slaton 

Debbie  Greenway 

Louise  Strozier 

Missy  Hall 

Pam  Teems,  secretary 

John  Hawkins 

Carol  Uhlhorn 

Rob  Herren 

Bachir  Uwayni 

Roy  Hyatt 

Charles  Wilson 

Gale  Jenson 

Cliff  Yeager                                      j 

Anne  Jones 

Bobby  Zwald 
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The  Baptist  Student  Union,  com- 
posed of  all  interested  students,  pro- 
motes the  spiritual  development 
and  welfare  of  students  through 
community  service,  devotional  per- 
iods, retreats,  and  seminars.  The 
BSU  executive  and  freshman  coun- 
cils are  elected  each  year  and  are 
coordinated  with  the  state  and  na- 
tional BSU  organizations. 


MEMBERSHIP 

David  Banks 

Nancy  Kimsey 

Jayne  Barger 

Jim  Mathis 

David  Barnett 

Mac  Mathis 

Kathy  Barrett, 

Shelia  Mathis 

missions  chairman 

Don  McClung 

Ransom  Bennett 

Dennis  McGuire 

Sam  Boles 

Debbie  Miller 

Glenn  Borders,  president 

Jim  Millirons 

Cathy  Bowden 

Jeff  Minton 

Joyce  Bradley,  treasurer 

Jim  Minton 

Reese  Brewer 

Chris  Morris 

Erich  Bridges 

Steve  Pace 

Paul  Brooks 

Becky  Page 

Barbara  Calender 

Jerry  Parkerson 

David  Capes 

Cindy  Reid,  secretary 

I      Clayton  Childers 

Ike  Reighard,  outreach  chairm 

Doug  Childs 

Bruce  Rodgers 

Phoebe  Cleapor 

Lee  Ross 

Ray  Coleman 

Diane  Saucier 

Tony  Crawford 

Pamela  Smithwick 

Doug  Doremus 

Susan  Strickland 

Robert  Dye 

Marilyn  Swift 

Ronnie  Fox 

Tom  Thomas 

Debbie  Greenway 

Anne-France  Tremege 

Lamar  Griffin 

Bobbie  Ward 

Jim  Haygood 

Lynn  Ward 

James  Holloway 

Brian  Weatherby 

Linda  Hooper 

Rebecca  Whaley 

Tonya  Howe 

Wayne  Whiteside 

Mary  Ivey 

Larry  Wynn,  growth  chairman 

Gale  Jensen,  vice  president 

Dr.  William  Geren,  sponsor 

John  Jewell 

Dr.  Mary  Neal  Morgan,  sponsc 

Bill  Johnson 

Mrs.  Terry  Lee  director 
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MINISTERIAL  ASSOCIATION 


The  Ministerial  Association  is  a  group  of 
committed  Christians  who's  future 
work  involves  Christian  vocations.  The 
association  provides  these  students 
with  the  opportunity  to  make  lasting 
friendships  and  to  help  each  other  to 
grow  spiritually.  It  also  provides  stu- 
dents with  the  opportunity  to  discuss 
their  beliefs  and  religious  ideas. 


MEMBERSHIP 

David  Barnett 

Robert  Dye 

Ike  Reighard,  president 

Kathy  Barrett 

Ronnie  Fox 

Bruce  Rodgers 

Ransom  Bennett 

Lamar  Griffin 

Lee  Ross 

Erich  Bridges 

Jim  Haygood 

Meg  Ward 

Reese  Brewer 

John  Jewell 

Calvin  Webb 

Larry  Cheek 

Mac  Mathis,  secretar> 

Ernie  Willis 

Clayton  Childers 

Dennis  McGuire 

Larry  Wynn,  vice  president 

Phoebe  Cleapor 

Jim  Millirons 

Dr.  James  Bryant,  sponsor 

Ray  Coleman, 

Jerry  Parkerson 

Dr.  William  Geren,  sponsor 

program  chairman 

NEWMAN  SOCIETY 
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P.M.  SINGERS 


Membership 

David  Banks 

Tony  Kimbrell 

Sharon  Biggers 

Terry  Lee 

!              Brad  Brannon 

David  Leifeste 

Barry  Bryant 

Caroylyn  Malphrus 

Guy  Crowley 

Cathy  Moran 

Gret  Cruce 

Steve  Pace 

Judy  Crumley 

Richard  Parker 

Susan  Davis 

Reisa  Rogers 

Kathy  Dawes 

Diane  Saucier 

Esther  Domingo 

Nancy  Smith 

Robert  Foster 

Bruce  Tillmon 

Linda  Frank 

Delores  Tullis 

Vicky  Frazer 

Vick  Victor 

Debra  Fuller 

Lynn  Ward 

Paul  Garrison 

Danny  Warr 

Laurie  Gheesling 

Brian  Weatherby 

Wesley  Goins 

Barry  West 

Billy  Jack  Greens 

Carol  Whitley 

Becky  Hale 

Ernest  Winters 

Susanne  Hosea 

Cecilia  Wasson 

Charolette  Johnson 

Jane  Younguist 

Rebecca  Johnson 
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Membership 

Brad  Brannon 

David  Harris 

Barry  Bryant 

Tony  Kimbrell 

Jeff  Bush 

Carolyn  Malphrus 

Guy  Crowley 

Carol  Mason 

Judy  Crumley 

Pattie  Mauney 

Kathy  Dawes 

Gary  Morton 

Mary  Darnell 

Steve  Pace 

Susan  Davis 

Lynn  Reed 

Oleeta  Fain 

Cindy  Reid 

Vickie  Frazer 

Alan  Stringer 

Curt  Frederick 

Barbara  Vinson 

Paul  Garrison 

Dan  Warr 

Laurelie  Gheesling 

Barry  West 

Barbara  Hammond 

Mark  Youngblood 
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SOUND  LAB  ENSEMBLE 
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MEMBERSHIP 

Elsa  Anderson 
Albert  AbuArraj 
Justice  Asante 
Shizue  Ashizawa 
Samy  Ashkar 
Emmanuel  Atwi 
Marisol  Barberna 
Ahmad  Basmadji 
Kwasi  Botah 
Becky  Carvajal 
George  Eassy 
Stephen  Makhatsa 
Somphong  Opraseuth 
Bachir  Oueini 
Sunny  Ukpong 
Arnaldo  Villalobos 
Ramzi  Wehbe 
Charles  Williams 
Rebecca  Whaley 
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1976  Women's  Volleyball  Team 


Atlanta  Phoenix  Conference  Champions 


Laree  Brown,  Charlene  Cook,  Mari  Hoist,  Resia  Rogers,  Wendy 
Jacobs,  Olivia  Llop,  Jayne  Barger,  Beth  Welch,  Coach  Ava 
Spinks 
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1976  Women's  Tennis  Team 


Charlene  Cook,  Jill  Rigg,  Mary  Pryles, 
Debbie  Taylor,  Andrea  O'Connor,  Coach 
Ava  Spinks,  Suzanne  Cates,  Beth  Welch 
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.V 


Jillman,    David  Fleming,  <Jene  Hunter,   Bill   Higgint>ot ham; 
Kneeling:     Jerry  AJLfed,    Scott* Allen*  P*ve  Amick , 
Rick  Coker,    Billy   Fran**,   Mike  Denmark,    Pete  tyor^itakis. 


115 


116 


117 


118 


119 


DEBATE  TEAM 
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Mr.  Charles  Guthrie 
Physical  Plant 


Mr.  Clarence  Newell 
Physical  Plant 


f 


Ms.  Ruth  White 
Physical  Plant 


f: 


Ms.  Lois  Goodman 
Physical  Plant 
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Debora  Addy 


Jo  Ann  Adkins 


Brandy  Alexander 
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Robert  R.  Alexander 


Lance  Alves 


Pat  Anderson 


Samy  Ashkar 


Richard  Axtell 


Bette  Bambarger 
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Tim  Banks 


Greg  Barneman 


Kathy  Barrett 


Becky  Barrow 


Bart  Barton 


Rodger  Bennett 


James  Benzer 


David  Bishop 


James  Blankenship 
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Glenn  Borders 


Nancy  Bright 


Kwasi  Botah 
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Donald  Browning 


William  P.  Boughner 
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Barry  Bryant 


Becky  Buffington 


Richard  Campbell 


Ken  Childers 
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William  Cole 


Raymond  S.  Coleman,  Jr. 


Ross  Coleman 


Caren  Cook 


Judy  Crumley 


Gerald  Davidovits 


William  Allan  Davis 


Ken  Dimon 


Lawrence  Dugan 
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Glenda  Elgin 


Patricia  Eier 


John  J.  Ewell 
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Paul  Francher 


Jimmy  L.  Gardner 


John  Geren 


Beverly  Greenwald 


Stan  Graham 


Carl  Henry 
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Cynthia  Hlass 


Philip  Knight 


Don  Hainey 
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Art  Henderson 


Jerre  Henderson 


Janice  Hughes 
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Bronal  Hunt 


Samuel  D.  James 


Robert  Kopeshy 
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Alan  Kruzdlo 


Stephanie  Lee 


Brenda  Lovern 
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Debra  Massey 


Donald  McClung 


Josie  P.  McCreary 


Denise  McDaniel 


Pam  McPherson 
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Allan  Meyer 


Jim  Minton 


Andrea  O'Connor 
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Emory  Odom 


Somphone  Opraseuth 


Bachir  Oueini 
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June  Pafford 


Jerry  Parkerson 


Richard  Patrick 
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Mike  Peredney 


Marilyn  Poliakoff 


Paula  Mumma  Reeves 
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Dwight  Reighard 


Reed  Rickborn 


Diane  Saucier 


Donna  Schlossenberg 


Joy  Sekulow 


Eddie  Slaton 
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John  R.  Sloan 


Frank  Smolek 


Charlotte  Smylie 


Nancy  Stamey 


Beth  Stenz 


Susan  Strickland 


Maureen  Thibodeau 


Carol  Uhlhorn 


Alice  Urland 
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Arnaldo  Villalobos 


Judy  Wade 


Becky  Ward 


O 

c 


Bobbie  Ward 


Calvin  Webb 


Clifton  Webber 


Linda  Weiss 


Scott  Westbrook 


Rebecca  Whaley 
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Wayne  Whiteside 


Doug  Wilburn 


Lynn  Wilburn 


Forrest  Wilcoxson 


Michael  Wilson 


Larry  W.  Wynn 


Gina  Youngblood 
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David  Amick 
Gary  Bowens 
Franklin  L.  Brown 
David  Browning 


Randy  Burts 
Jeff  Butler 
Jacqueline  Carl 
David  Cates 


Marty  Chambers 
Larry  Cheek 
Doug  Childs 
Chuck  Christy 


John  Christy 
Steve  Colsson 
Paula  Conn 
Robert  Cooper 


JUNIORS 
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John  A.  Couch 
Melanie  Cox 
John  Crawford 
Steve  Cylc 


George  Eassey 
Joyce  Forest 
Billy  Frank 
Charles  Garrett 


George  Gavalas 
Harold  E.  Graham,  Sr. 
George  Greene 
Deborah  Greenway 


Lamar  Griffin 
Angela  Hicks 
Rusty  Holland 
Jimmie  L.  Holloway 
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Linda  Hooper 
Jon  Hoovestol 
Ken  Houk 
Nancy  Houston 


Susan  Housworth 
John  Howe 
Kirk  Hutchins 
Gale  Jensen 


Joseph  Jetton 
Sharon  Johnson 
Anne  Jones 
John  Kirby 


Wayne  Komesar 
Kirk  Martin 
Jim  Mathis 
Malcolm  Mathis 


JUNIORS 
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Patti  Mauney 
Anne  Mazo 
Patty  McGinty 
Dennis  McGuire 


Sarah  McLeroy 
Jim  Millie 
James  Millirons 
Lane  Mitchell 


John  Mulky 
Mike  Orr 
Ginny  Papazian 
Kevin  Pierce 


Don  Poblenz 
Paul  Pop 
Thomas  Price 
Scott  Rabun 
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Robert  Rehkopf 
Jimmy  Royal 
Jim  Smith 
Mellissa  Stambaugh 


Alan  Stringer 
Reba  Stubs 
Pam  Teems 
Cathy  Thaxton 


JUNIORS 


Lee  Thompson 
Ginny  Thornton 
Paul  Tomme 
Vincent  Turek 


Michael  Turner 
Jeanne  Twiggs 
Irene  Tzianabos 
Barbara  Vinson 
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Nathaniel  Way 
Elise  Whitworth 
Arrol  Williams 
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Jeff  Alexander 
Robert  Armous 
David  Banks 
Jayne  Barger 


Laura  Bean 
Cheryl  Beckham 
Grady  Binns 
Samuel  D.  Boles 


Irion  Bordelon 
Terry  Brand 
Michael  Brock 
Deborah  Brooks 


Zoe  Brown 
Robert  Browning 
Frank  Carden 
Mike  Cary 
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Clayton  Childers 
David  Chopman 
Phoebe  Cleopor 
Danny  Crook 


Danny  Hagedorn 
Denise  Ducharme 
Casandra  Dukes 
Grayson  Dunford 


Randy  Durrance 
Holly  Dvorscak 
Robert  Dye 
John  Erlenwein 


Oletta  Fain 
Kim  Fitchhorn 
Willie  James  Floyd 
Joy  Frazier 
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Deborah  Fuller 
Everett  Gay 
Ted  Gordon 
Chris  Green 


Cindy  Gunn 
Ken  Hall 
Mark  Halm 
Debbie  Hartley 


David  Hay 
Jim  Haygood 
Cindy  Henderson 
J.  Hering 


SOPHOMORES 


James  Holcombe 
Babara  Colender  Holley 
Patricia  Holman 
Suzanne  Hosea 
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Janice  Hulin 
Gene  Hunter 
Sharon  James 
Jody  Kerr 


Major  Long 
Carol  Mason 
Sandra  Mayfield 
Warren  McClom 


Maria  McCort 
Jody  Jiller 
Jeff  Minton 
Christopher  Morris 


Renee  Murphy 
Daryl  O'Barr 
Gary  Owen 
Tony  Owens 
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Jeff  Pitman 
Willie  Puckett 
Cindy  Reid 
John  Rodgers 


Wyn  Rosenberg 
Art  Scarazzo 
Fred  Sistrunk 
Lenoir  Smylie 


Ruben  R.  Stephens 
Stephen  Sumpter 
John  Swain 
Anne  France  Tremige 


Carol  Trussell 
Mary  Truy 
Clifton  Yeager 
Noble  Walker  III 


SOPHOMORES 
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Meg  Ward 

Jane  Weeks 
Barry  West 
Herbert  Willmgham 


Joan  Wilson 
Terri  Wray 
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Gail  Abel 
Ricky  Alexander 
Charlton  Allen 
Keith  Appling 


Mark  Argo 
Jerome  Arnhart 
Jimmy  Bailey 
Sharon  C.  Barfield 


FRESHMEN 


Mike  Barrineau 
Mark  Baker 
Oliver  Battle 
James  L  Bazzell 


Cathy  Bowden 
Brad  Brannon 
Arthur  Britt 
Laree  Brown 
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Mike  Campbell 
Randy  Cape 
Ken  Carson 
Katie  Chambers 


Mary  Clark 
Stuart  Coffield 
Cynthia  Coleman 
Sam  Cooper 
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James  R.  Cornwell 
Curtis  Crane 
Donald  Craig 
Guy  Crowley 


Greg  Cruse 
Kathy  Dawes 
Malcom  Dixon 
Arthur  Dorsey 


149 


Kimberly  Duncan 
Larry  Duncan 
Cindy  Dunston 
Jack  Eubanks,  Jr. 


Debbie  Faulkner 
Terri  Fountain 
Vicky  Frazer 
Randy  Fritchman 


Callette  Frix 
Ronald  Fuller 
Vick  Gaither 
Paul  Gatlin 


Robert  Ginn 
William  Goins 
Terry  Grantham 
Jerry  Grubb 


FRESHMEN 
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Melissa  Hall 
Tom  Hart 
Sonny  Hartsock 
Phillip  Hendley 


Thomas  Henley 
Peter  Herzog 
Eddie  Holdsambeck 
Tom  Holland 


Jimmy  Horton 
Charles  Houston 
Harold  Hulsey 
Matt  Hunter 


Timothy  Hyde 
David  A.  Jackson 
Wendy  Jacobs 
Bill  Johnson 
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Connie  Johnson 
Gary  Kaigler 
Tammy  Klugh 
James  Korfhage 


Thaddeus  Lamb 
Greg  Latham 
Carter  Leuerette 
William  Lewis 


John  Lindsay 
Olivia  V.  Llop 
Linda  Loften 
John  Long 


Jose  Lopez 
James  Loveday 
Cathy  Lyons 
Al  Marshall 


FRESHMEN 
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Jeff  Martin 
Kathy  May 
Holly  Merkison 
Deborah  Miller 


Robert  Milne 
Tommy  Mitcham 
John  Morath 
Donald  P.  Mull 
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Pat  Murdock 
Lorraine  Nino 
Steve  Pace 
Becky  Page 


David  Patterson 
Willard  Payne 
Chuck  Perry 
Paige  Pierce 
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Wayne  Poss 
Roger  Quinn 
Tommy  Rammey 
Ken  Rawls 


Carol  Reed 
Charles  Ripko 
John  J.  Riggins 
Medwin  Roach 


Andrew  Roberts 
Dennis  Rogers 
James  Rosenkranz 
Eddie  Ross 


Cathy  Rotenberry 
Mark  Rothstein 
Tim  Schillaci 
Jean  Schmidtlein 


FRESHMEN 


Sandy  Schwolgin 
Clark  Sikes 
Tommy  Sharp 
Susan  Sikes 


Jimmie  Skaggs 
Arthur  Smith 
Terry  Smith 
Vickie  Smith 


Pamela  Smithwick 
John  A.  Smylie 
Chris  Snell 
Wade  Spanutius 


Michael  J.  Spence 
Brian  Stahl 
Leon  Starks 
George  Stone 
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Beth  Storey 
George  Strong 
Walter  Storm 
Davis  Swanson 


Gina  Swims 
Ronnie  Taff 
Charles  Taylor 
Tom  Thomas 


Jharles  Thompson 
Jerry  Thompson 
Anthony  Thornton 
Margaret  Turpin 


Tony  Upshaw 
Becki  Vargo 
Bruce  Vaughn 
Howard  Waller 
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James  Walsh 
Nancy  Ward 
Tammy  Webb 
Kim  C.  Wheeless 


Jeff  White 
Ferman  Williford 
Dave  Williams 
Becky  Youngblood 
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Fulfillment         Meaning 

opportunity 

Back  in  the  beginning 

God  declared  that  it  isn't  good  for  man  to  be  alone. 

Like  God  Himself,  Who  is  Three, 

man  is  only  truly  himself,  is  only  completed  and 

fulfilled  in  community. 

In  the  same  way  that  we  receive  physical  life  in  the 

form  of  food, 

on  a  deeper  level  we  receive  emotional,  mental,  and 

spiritual  life 

from  sources  outside  of  ourselves. 

A  song  popular  in  the  forties  illustrated  this  with  the 

lyrics: 

"If  no  one  shares  and  no  one  cares,  where's  the  fun  of 

a  job  well 

done  or  a  prize  you've  won?" 

Joy  and  meaning  come  to  us  primarily  in  human  form. 

Gathering  people  together  in  one  place  does  not 

guarantee    ;ommunity. 

Community  involves  a  type  of  personal  honesty  and 

reciprocal 

sharing  both  materially  and  spiritually  — 

that  is  downright  risky  in  many  ways. 

But  the  rule  seems  to  be  that  we  have  to  give  before 

we  can 

receive:  we  must  exhale  what  we  have  before  we  can 

inhale 

that  which  gives  us  purpose  and  fulfillment. 
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Dynamic 


changing 
enduring 


The  essence  of  "Community"  is  found  in  the  behavior 
and  attitudes  of  members  of  a  distinguishable  group. 
Dynamic  and  changing,  it  nevertheless  has  character- 
istics which  shape  it  for  the  duration  of  its  existence. 

When  we  disclose  who  we  are  by  what  we  do,  we  risk 
failure  as  well  as  success.  My  favorite  communities 
urge  me  to  try,  then  rejoice  when  I  succeed  and  care 
for  me  while  I  learn  from  my  failures. 

MUA  is  a  community  of  the  sort  I  find  delightful.  I  am 
encouraged  to  take  risk  in  it,  for  I  know  there  is  space 
for  me  to  try  new  projects  and  test  new  behavior. 

Not  at  all  of  less  importance,  I  find  great  pleasure  in 
shaping  my  adventures  with  students  and  colleagues 
who  are  themselves  master  adventurers! 
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Seeking 
Sharing 


"Brotherliness  is  a  justifiable  investment  only  when  it 
makes  no  withdrawal  from  the  principal  of  our  own 
security  .  .  .  But  for  us  who  frame  the  tragic  vision  of 
man,  the  cry  of  the  powerless  is  the  "sound  of  si- 
ence".  As  long  as  we  divide  man  into  'us'  and  'them', 
the  invitation  is  always  there  to  turn  'them'  into  some- 
thing less  than  man.  When  'they'  threaten  the  citadel 
of  our  existence  and  its  significance,  'they'  lose  the 
significance  of  being  human.  They  are  the  enemy. 

"Our  brother  may,  indeed,  threaten  what  we  have  and 
be  the  enemy  of  who  we  are.  He  may  be  very  much 
'other'  than  I  in  race,  in  ideas,  in  values,  in  commit- 
ments, in  social  status,  in  power,  in  education,  in  re- 
spect, in  worthwhileness.  In  allot  his  'otherness',  how- 
ever, he  is  yet  my  brother.  Our  being  brothers  is  a 
consequence  of  the  intention  of  the  Creator  —  the 
relation  is  the  handwork  of  the  God  whose  creative 
spirit  hovers  over  the  chaotic  darkness  of  our  human 
hostility  for  and  alienation  from  our  own  kind.  I  and  all 
creatures  made  of  clay  and  breathed  into  by  God  are 
brothers  because  —  it  was  and  is  His  will."  (Dr.  Robert 
F.  Otto) 
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